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Author's Notes: 


Feliz navidadll This is kinda shorty, but | saw it today and | couldn't help myself :D 


Its stupid and corny, but when you look up at the stage and catch sight of him, time stands still 


The noise in the dingy, dilapidated bar turns null. The music crashes against your ears but its white noise, just 


ambiance, and the oppressive human heat suddenly feels a lot more bearable. 


You'd never heard of this band before today, when a friend told you they were in dire need of a guitar player 
and a drummer, and Steven insisted you both should go check it out. You carefully kept your hopes in check, 
since it's happened before that the bands you've checked out are total and utter shit, but you came anyway. 


You don't think much of the band as a whole. Just another one of the many glammed-up, stylized metal bands 


that litter the scene, just one more group of miscreants hoping for stardom in an endless line of those. No 


originality. No real thing. 


But the singer.. Well, he's something else. He has that Robert Plant vibe rolling off him, that otherworldly je ne 
sais quoi that brings to your head images of Janis Joplin clinging to her microphone as if it was going to be 
taken from her, of Johnny Rotten screaming in fury just to let it all out.. 


The way he looks, too, pink lips in stark contrast with his nearly transluscent face, with all that wild red hair 
strewn all over the place, clad full body in leather an metal, a police hat on the top of his head like an inner 
joke he doesn't care if people get or not-- He looks iconic, like a photograph out of an earlier decade. He is 
unique, statuesque almost, body comprised of sharp angles but moves so smooth you find it easy to believe 


that gravity might not apply to him. 


You wouldn't call him Adonis-like, unless Adonis was Greek for strung out and starved. He isn’t beautiful, really, 


except in the way boys are beautiful because of the men they will someday become. 


"They're good, huh?" Steven says, big wide grin on his face implying he can't tell you are having something of a 
Moment. 


"Yeah," you say, and your mouth has gone dry. There was a drink in your hand a few minutes ago but you 
seem to have lost it, so you pilfer Steven's beer and ignore his protests, eyes falling on the stage again "Yeah, 


they're good." 


But your words are partly drowned by noise and music. The band has come out for an encore, but you barely 


hear the band playing around that bewitching voice. In your mind, you're the one playing. 


Author's Notes: 
Axl's side, as requested :) 


The first time you see him, he doesn't cause much of an impact on you. Izzy introduces you, you think, or 


maybe someone else. You don't remember. Not that, and not when, or where. 


You never celebrate meeting new people. You hate it. New people means change, and you loathe change. It's 
harder for you because you can never get the feel of people right. You envy the way Izzy just sort of floats 
around from cluster of friends to cluster of friends and he's a different person in each one, and they ask him 
questions and he finds ways to never answer, because you can't do that. Meeting people is torture, because 


you suck at talking to them, you feel exposed and raw, like nerve torn from an agonizing body. 


The thing is that suddenly Slash is a part of your lives, hanging around because he's a friend of Izzy's and 


looking at you in a weird way that makes you uncomfortable. 


He seems nice enough, you figure. Seems like all these California kids you're starting to grow tired of, with 
their cool clothes and lazy smiles and the way they drawl out words instead of just speaking, like the words 
are being pulled out of their throats with a string. You drawl at someone like that back home and you get 
your ass kicked. 


You don't think it really matters when you saw him for the first time, when you first caught sight of those 
wild curls and lazy smile, because the first time you see him, really see him, there's a guitar in his hands and 
Zeppelin is pouring out of it, wailing out of it, and you sit there, speechless and in awe, a joint dangling from 
your slack lips. 


Screeches and wails coil together over and around you, they pass through you and steal your breath, and for 
a second there you can almost see them in the white smoke rising from your joint, notes in soft shades of 
green and purple, just like Mozart said, velvety soft and purring like kittens, only wild, huge and magnificent, 
tigers and lions roaring in light and dust. 


Awesome, you think, and for a second want to shoot yourself in the foot because you're starting to sound like 
these California boys, but then you catch sight of what you're really thinking, and you realize you are, indeed, 


awed. 


You burn inside. You feel inspired, and reverent. You feel like you felt like sometimes as a child, and you walked 
into church while the organ was being played and there was no one there, the sacrosanct images colored on 
the windows and modeled up in clay and marble taking on new meaning while vibrating with those marvelous 


sounds that felt more sacred to you than your father's god could ever be. 


The same thing, you reckon, is happening here. This room is nothing, just a rundown windowless shithole with a 
couple of amps and ripped posters on the walls and stale beer and piss and marihuana in the air, but now he's 


playing and the scene is transformed from it's ripe decadence and lifted up to holiness. You'd build your church 


here, you think. At his feet. 


He finishes and you feel out of breath, like you just ran a marathon or sang through a whole show, and you're 


vibrating. You're on fire. 


"That's it," he says, like its nothing, like it's all fine, like your heart isn't in your throat and shivers aren't 


chasing themselves up and down your spine. 


"Keep playing," you say, like an order and a plea all at once, like a prayer in the dark. Your fingers itch to bring 


a rosary to your lips. 
He frowns and you barely see it, barely see his face at all through the curls. There's no one else here for this 
makeshift audition, just you sitting on the floor and him on his feet, but he might as well be floating inches 


above the grimy floor, floating in the leftover feeling of music gracing the smoke. 


He gives you that weird look, the one you can't decipher, but it doesn't make you feel uncomfortable. He can 


look at you in whatever way he likes, just so long as he never stops making you feel like this. 

He seems to make up his mind, tumbling to the floor to plop down in front of you, a coaxing gin on his face. 
"Sing for me?" he asks. 

You blink a few times and wonder why he'd want that, but he starts playing again, something soft and melody 
driven and you know this one, know it by heart. He looks at you expectantly, biting his lip, and a chord makes 


your breath catch in your throat and feeling flutter in your heart. 


You feel the whiplash in your chest, the reverberation of mellow green and purple, and you can't help but 


start to sing. 


